THE TRAIN
When she was busy about the house, she always put
on a large apron3 and looked as though she had never
done anything else except housekeeping.
Life was one round of bliss. Love had transformed
Lena; her walk, the very carriage of her shoulders had
changed. Her voice had taken on a low, cooing note.
Her eyes had narrowed and darkened. She radiated
light and happiness, people turned to look at her in the
street, and that only increased her pride and joy.
Ten months passed. Ten months, three hundred days,
three hundred nights.
He was called up at once.
It was a dreadful day. For the first time she saw that
something other than herself held the dominant place in
his life.
He moved about the room, gathering odds and ends
together, replying to her absent-mindedly. ...
She was not hurt or offended. It was simply that she
saw this side of him for the first time, possessed as he was
by masculine affairs. He had not yet gone, but he no
longer belonged to her.
She covered her face with her hands. Had he behaved
otherwise, she could no longer have loved him.
No, that was not right—she could never have ceased
to love him, but her pride and happiness would have
been dimmed. She was a sportswoman, an Amazon,
a winner of contests, she understood such things. One
can only feel triumph and pride in victory over the
strong. Was there any honour in gaining victory over a
weak heart? He had a strong heart. She was proud of him.
She had to do something to make him realize that she
understood. So that he should depart, satisfied with
her.
First and foremost she must conceal her despair. He
was folly master of himself—simple, calm. He cracked
jokes. She could do the same.
And then she must help him to pack. She was sitting
there with folded hands like a visitor. There he was,

